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elung to the motor car,

o Cb’iisbl'qtion for the
' Motorless

By the Editor of the New York Sun.

OST of us have heard from lips convinced of thelr own truth

the tale which the Kennebec Journal tells of & solid but
sportive Dirigo settlement:

“One Bangor man of wealth, solil sense and unques
tioned veracity declares that twenty-one Bangoreans have

,this year mortgaged their dwelling houses to buy automo-

biles.

Another man, who also stands high, says twenty-nine

Bangor residences have been ‘hocked,’ so to speak, to ralse
' the price of gas wagons, "
" For Bangor substitute Brockton, Mass,, or Burlington, N. J,, or Kingston,

., or Kankakee, I1], or almost any prosperous place.

Usually the author

I8 & bank president or director, somebody who s in & position to know,

ebody who has seen
is not appealed to,
purpose the mortgagor borrows.
in the first person.

the checks and papers passed. .
It fs his business to shut up, and he can't know for

The recorder of

The bank officers themselves are retl-

They are quoted. So long as the interest s pald

| the seeurity has not depreciated they may not view the mortgage bought
bile with alarm, To them it is merely a sign of extravagance; and

ch divers watchmen on the towers of finance have duly moralized about

eady,
. Not the economic but the sociological “aspects’ of the transaction allure

8. If we are a little sceptical about the fact it is only becavse the western
ess men were off with their mortgages before they were on with thelr
vil wagons, and because in the East, well “bubbled” as it is, the number of

flery c¢harfots is so small compared with that of mortgages

“What s

without & mortgage?” would be a general question if the hypothecation
‘of the home—we offer the phrase gratis to Mr, Bryan; there is a good Chau-

lectute In {t—for the automobile had become a habit. It is a mistake

i suppose that & home is a necessity. Why not board? In this town the
Bhome of most men {8 a plece of a tenement house, called or not called by more
us names. You can't mortgage your home, Our brethren the esountry

are luckler,

Hitherto a smack of ogtentation, of predatory and unpermitted wealth, has
Those of us who have been choked with the dust of

“ghose presumably plutocratic wheels have felt the moral superiority of our po-

w. and yet, perhaps, not without stirrings of the moral bile. The rich,

the new rich; confound ostentation; imsolence of wealth; fiaunting wealth;,

. these fellows that have to advertise themselves by a ten thousand dollar ma-

" eghine; thank goodness, horses—shank’s mare, usually—are good enough for us;

:;htter be poor than vulgar, and so forth,

=

0]

Now the automoblleless can not
maniac at the wheel.

my debts if I can't keep a chauffeur,

only look down upon, but pity the

The bigger the automobile the bigger the mortgage. I
" do pity his poor wife; they say they don't have enough to eat; well, I can pay
Thus the man on foot can regard with

. out animosity the roar of the thundering car.
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Greed Causes lDars

upon their banners.

have no wars on this
Let us be honest

By Rabbi Emil G. Hirsch. é

; )
©0000a N time of war one would think every nation had a differeat
God, for they all pray to their God that victory may perch

It nations would remember there i8

only one God for all, could they ask Him to bless their arms,
thereby implying that the arms of the other nation should
not be blessed? If every man is God's child, then we should

earth,
and not try to decelve ourselves with

the idea we go to war from a humanitarian standpoint. This

l{'oountry went to war with Spain because we eald we could not tolerate the

Ihllel the Spaniards were inflicting on Cuba,
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How is it, then, that when the

outrages In Russta had startled the whole world we did not demand that they
ooqb? No, we knew Spain was a little boy, and we could turn bim over and

give him something on the other side.
humanitarians in that case.

But Russia is a glant, and we are not

"The American nation is not a greater hypocrite than any other nation,
perbaps not so great, but let all the nations repent. Greed is behind all these

Japses from grace when one nation goes to war with another. Yes, have a

*big stick,” but speak softly. When you bave a “big stick” you are not likely

10 speak softly.
We want peace, and it will come,

What is the use of a “big stick” if you don't use it?

for the worlds oconsclence is aroused

Ji.nd the common people know they are fit for something better than to be fed

i

20 the cannon's mouth,
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[Dhy Breathing

® Is Even More Essential Than a Beautiful

4 Doice for Perfect Singing.

By Nellie Melba.

» CANNOT too forcibly insist that the mere possession of a
lovely voice is only the basis of vocal art. Nature ocoa-
sionally startles ome by the prodigality of her gifts, but no
student has any right to expect to sing by inspiration, any

' more than an athlete may expect to win g race because he is
naturally fleet of foot.

of breathing, “attack” and the use of the
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registers, must all be
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perfectly understood by the successful

singer, who should likewise be complete master of all de

M( to the structure and use of those parts above the voice box, and
ced of the necessity of a perfectly controlled chest expansion in the

mn of tone.

perfect singing, correct breathing, strange as it may sound, is even
y essential than a beautiful voice. No matter how exquisite the voeal
may be, its beauty cannot be adequately demonstrated without proper

_control.

Here is one of the old Itallan secrets which many singers of

y wholly lack, because they are unwilling to give the necessary time for
a1l development of breathing" power and control. Phrasing, tome, reso-

expression, all depend upon respiration; and in my opinion musical stu-

g when 00 young to be allowed the free use of the voice, should

taught the priciples of breathing.—From The Century.
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calamity, rather than leave
discovered. ' % e

six of the chickens are dead.” 3

. “Dead!” cried his mother, ¥gix!

How did they die?” A e
The boy saw his chance, :

he sald—iarpor’s Woekiy.
74 W ——W———-—_ -
15, . own all the
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“Ban A Pantyleg, where are You
You must have been riding astride of
4 dru

AN up, M;nh your prowess, all up with
If evér you Wtarted to fender a pig!"

This was the cry that the little town eet
Wherever Bowg d, Butterbull went—
The jest of the village, the joke of ghe

But, lgord.'whu & winner he was In the
race!

The captain who captured him first on
s nine
Was-a vlciﬁr all season. He took the

ne
In a flight not exactly a leap or a run;
He rolled himself upyand hl': little legs

spun, )
And long ere the fielder had captured the
Bantyleg struck the home plate with a
sprawl,
Whenever his turn came to handle the

The nine scored a run, there was no doub
] ere was no doubt

5 .
The i c;‘on;p‘:Men fought for him year
r
To capture the plug with a shout and a

cheer,
With his uniform on In the village parado
He looked like a beetle in aplgndgr ar-

rayed;

But he marched to the tune of the old
ecountry band

An pr?:lgdn the proudest in all the broad

A red shirt of glory, a_ buft overcoat,
And n. h;ot‘;({ore and aft, most as big as

He carried the water, for somé
And when the red rattle and

Clmewk-:ochlu one mOrming oRm Panty-

leg's doo
He lpu‘n" to {he rally and followed the
| he heat of

ra
or lhsha to the heart and t
“One tth.inc.-"y'he shouted, “you'll sée me
in; 5
' lt:a?dl':s the balls and the puliets, &
pen!"

w0;
The regiment forming ealisted a0,
hifder of

And he aid! Not a scratch had he borne

when he came ame!

appy and sglle and

ﬁv‘l??f t%{ngéd:o of a veteran he wallced

with renown, &

A rellc of l-uxhlernl‘oev:_l !::"gn'“."mw‘g'r"
er, carpenter,

g"l‘.\‘l’\cel:‘:l of wedding, he tolled the b

And sxe:::iod the h?ldu;:nl!o when they
laughed a o 3

And hll“‘ nchant for eheckers and mum
Me?y'pen. .

man,

“Bantylegs Butterball, bowlegged

L‘uohymg and kick me, if catch me you
o "

an!
Youngsters who shouted this challenge
to

m
Are shadows as dim as those old days

are dim,

But still through the valley of memory 1
gee

The dear little town that was home town

to me,

And laugh when I think of thst shape on
the street . )

With knees that had parted %o nevermore
meet!

—Baltimore Sun.

The Preacher’s Grp.

“Mamma,” he sald contritely, when |

By W. H. WITHROW,

e

“Say, Phin, let's put up a joke on
the preacher,” said Jim Larkins, a
loutish fellow, to his ne'er-do-weel
camrade in many a drinking bout at
the village tavern.

“I'm in it, whatever it is," replied
Phin Crowle, with a vicious grin

These worthiee were notable sporis
and dog-fanclers, and each had his
bulldog “that could whip anything
of its size and weight in the country.”
It was agreed, therefore, to bring their
respective dogs to the evenlog preach-
ing, to keep them asunder =ll the ser-
vice was well under way, and then to
fncite them to a fight. A few well-
directed digs with tHeir heels ex-
cited the beasts to angry growls aund
snarls, to the great amusement of the
village toughs and to the great alarm
of the women and girls.

Lawrence Temple, & student from a
neighboring college, had just been ap-
pointed a local preacher with a view to
the ministry. He was sent to try his
‘prentice hand on the natives of the
Four Corners Schoolhouse, a neglect-
ed rural neighborhood near the college
town. His first preaching experiences
were likely to be, to put it mildly, not
uniateresting.

His previous practice of athletics in
felling trees in a lumber camp stood
him in good stead. He did not easily
get rattled nor lose his head. When the
disturbance became too obvious, he re-
quested the owners of the degs to keep
them quiet or to take them out. When
the annoyance continued, he an-
nounced that the disturbing of & re-
lgious service was a violation of the
law and must cease at once.

“Now's yer time, Phin, said Lar-
kins, in a loud aeide, “let her go,”
and in & minute the exasperated dogs
were rushing at each other’'s throats
and causing a panic of terror among
the women.

Quickly leaving the teacher’'s desk
which served as a preaching stand,
Lawrence walked down the central
passage to where the dogs were snap-
ping, snarling and rolling over each
other on the floor,

“Take your dogs out,” he sald with
a very decided tone and gesture, See-
ing that their owners took no notice,
he added steramly: “And do it at
ence.”

“Take 'em out yerself if yer wants
to,” sald Phin Crowle, “but I warns
yer it'e at yer peril, If my Tige grips
yer leg he'll never let go—not if yer
cuts his head oft.” : )

“Open the door, please,” said the
young preacher, which was promptly
done by a man sitting near it

Lawrence had not practised football
in vain. Before their loutish owners
could interfere, he had planted a well
directed and tremendous kick on the
interlocked and astonished dogs that
unlocked their jaws; followed by two
others, that swept firet one and then
the other over the threghold and into
the outer darknesé before they knew
where they were.

“Now follow your dogs!”™ he said

_ “1") simply have to make you!” sald
Lawrence with Muz:l.“m»-

morrow bave you fined for disturbing

lypse concerning the flnally impeni-
tent: ** ‘Without,” in the blackness of
darkness forever, ‘are dogs, and sor-
cerers, and whatsoever Jeveth and
maketh a lle " and with tears in his
voice he exhorted his hearers to heed
the solemn warnings of God and to
flee from his present and eternal
wrath, His words came home with
strange power and not a few of the
rufians’ companions who had “come
to scoff remained to pray.”

An hour later Lawrence was making
hig way home from his first sérvice at
the Four Corners Schoolhouse, A
great gladness filled bis soul and he
heeded mot the wild and wintry winds
nor the drifting clouds that were seud-
ding rapidly across the shy. Through
their rifts the moon shone brightly.
Just as he reached a bridge across a
ravine two figures glided out of the
shadows of the trees, aecompanied by
two dogs. Lawrence at once recog-
nized them as Jim Larkins and Phin
Crowle and thelr invariable eompan-
lons—we might almost say comrades
~Bull and Tige.

“New, Mr, Preacher,” growled Lar-
kins, “I sak I'd be even with yer yet,
and blest if it isp't goin’ to be ter-
night.” Only “blest” was net exactly
the word he used, but one of opposite
meaning.

“I have no ‘cause of quarrel with
you,” said Lawrence. “I forgive you
all about that little ineident at the
schoolhouge.”

“But I ain’t forguv yer, nor Bull
neither, and we've got yer where we
went yer. Sie'm, Bull! Sic'm, Tige!”

Ominous growlings and snarlings
followed, but just then a rift in the
cloud emitted a bright gleam of moon-
light which, reflected by the SNOW, re-
vealed the group with almost the light
of day. Both dogs seemed to recog-
nize the man with the emphatic boots
with which they had so recently made
unpleasant acquaintance, and slunk
behind their respective owners,

“Curse 'em! I never knowed 'em to
do like that afore, Ye're not afraid,
be yer? 'Ere, Bull, sic'm. Tige, seize
holt’ J

“We'll have to wade in, Phin.”
yo:xl l:;vde dno tqtn.\-rel with either of

3 on't want to v
Lawrence. sl <

“Oh, ye're a coward, be er?
yer own grownd im the l:boélhogs:
yor wuz bold enough, but here yer
sings another tune. Ye've Bot ter fight
and one or other of us B0es over that
bridge,” and he pointed 1o the deep
nhn;ow- in the ravine:
“Not I, If I can help i
either, so far ag I am czn;nmlr"yroe‘:
pu:g. Lawrence, cathaly, A
‘“Take that, will yer?” sald
mt‘! he hit him a buftet on thnl:l:::kn'
I never siruck a man yet,” m'd
Lawrence, “and I don't intend to; but
I don’t object to a passive relllu.nee )
end he skilfully wazded off blow after
blow of Larking' furlous onset,

‘umy don‘t ®
it 'im heavy." ¥ piten ia, Phin? Give

g ’wlmwhhbbod,n'“]h"

It, falr play or foul,” und he made

mad rush at Lawrence w ¥

A hwnmu-mm.‘.?“m

| 44w ot the bridge, bad he not peey

quick as & weasel.

Larkins, with snother rush, got fp,
guard

ki
4
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on ~ A addie, Y
Sy ey
one t b ge,
other to keep in the ce tho
It was not for that Lawrep~
had developed his and sinews

loading saw-logs In the lumber.camp,
With & mighty effort he lifted hig ap.
tagonist from the ground and coulg

easlly have flung him over the bridge

Into the ravine, he merely threy
him into the n::-&drlﬁ by the roag.
gide, and was in turn dragged down,

“Here, Bull, here, Tige, sic 'im)
Seize 'im! Tear 'im!"” roared Larking
with lip-blistering oaths,

“No, yar don't, Tige,” sald Phin,
“two to dne 15 agin the rules o' the

ame.” :

Bull snarled and smapped, but the
clonds agal ndrifted across the moon
and in the shadow it was impossible
to distinguish which was Lawrence,

“Curse him! He's bruk my wrist
The game's up for this time."”

“Sorry I hurt you," sald Lawrence,

“l didn't want to. -Let me see if it %

is badly injured.”

“Pains like thunder,” said Larkins, =
“Here,

holding up a dangling wrist,
Phin, yer take holt.”

“Let the preacheér try,’ sald Phin, .
as Larkins howled with pain. “He

knows more about these things nor i

I do.”

Lawrence, who had often bound up
sprains and bruiges in the lumber
camp, took hold of the fnjured wrist,
despite Larkins' reluctance, and ten.
derly examined it, though Larkins
winced at the touch,

“No bones broken, my good fellow,” |
sald Lawrence, “only a bad sprain. Let
me make a splint,” and he rapidly
shaped two flat pleces of wood, and
saying, “See, Phin, how it ig done”
carefully hound them with his own
handkerchief on the sprained wrist,
“Isn’t that better?’ he asked.

“Ain’t so all-fired painful as 'twuz*
admitted Larkins,

“Now let me make you a sling. Got
another handkerchief, boys?" But
neither of them posseesed such an
article; so Phin took off his braces—

“galluses,” he called them—and “took

up the slack of his trousers,” as he |
termed it, with a nail, while Lawrence |
made a sling to suport the injyed
wrist.

“I am very, very sorry,” he said;
“I didn’t want to hurt you, believe me,

“Oh, hang it all,” said Lar
“gerved me right, I guess--ye're
such a bad lot arter all. Will yer
shake hands and call it quits?” and
held out his uninjured band, “I
murder, though, blest if I didn't!"
this time the word was not a ¢
“I couldn’t have done like yer
arter the ways I treated yer, not by &
jugful.  Will yer forgive me?” -

“With all my heart,” sald Lawrenee;
and as he shook hands with both the
cronieg, he added, “I beaf you no mak
ice at all. God bless you both.” -

“Here, Bull, here Tige,” said the Ms-
comfied comrades as they lurched,
along to the Four Corners, and Law-
rence went light‘hearted on his way
to town. He had both killed an en-
emy and made a friend, adopting the
Master's own method, the true psy:
chology of overcoming evil with good.
Henceforth Larking and Crowle were
the preacher’s champlons at the Four
Corners, -

“I ain’t no slouch at a wrastle nuth:
er,” Larking admitted to Phin; “that
underholt uv his is a corker."—From
The Christian Herald.

A Silent Trumpet.
Alexander Graham mh:m ex-

periments promise to give a8 won-
derful a success with th :_mq A
chine as he had with the telephone,
used to teach the deaf and dumb—it

was, in fact his work among the deat
end dumb led to the te

|

plane experiments
they carried on
would ensue, [
interference, Many
friend of mine '
Maine one Sunday m
ae the sermon be ) ;
was very deal, took ! |
An ear trumpet and
ceeded to screw
While he was
noticed that the 8 |
near the X g
thaking his head
as my friend
and made as if
sexton
tiercely:

- l", ‘.‘
M put ye
press. 4
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